Tradition of Takitl,

AHEN I firat went to Tahitl,” sald &
traveler from the south sean, “1
Innded on one of the remote
{slanda. The first night I went In
stale to visit the chiof. Heo wns a
fine old fellow, fully six foet two In height,
and a man every inch of him. I happened
to know people who had lived on his island
for a time. Through an Interpreter he
asked me all kinds of questions about them
=if they were well, If thelr halr was got-
ting gray, how much money they had, ete.
Then conversation languinhed.

“At length I' heard him repeating to the
interpreter a word that sounded Hko ‘yonel-
sulwan' The Interpreter seemed to cateh
it finally. He sald:

**‘He wants to know how ls John L. Sul.
Hvan? Is he fighting os hard as ever?

“*Oh, no,’ I said truthfully. “‘John L. Bul-
RMvan lsn't champlon any more. He was
beaten by & big man from the west, and a
man from the big slands beat that man,
and another big man from the west beat
him.'

“When this was told to the chief he
looked me all over and sald something In a
very positive tone.

*‘He tells me,” sald the Interpreter, ‘that
he doesn’t belleve you. He thinks you don't
like Johm L. Sullivan.'

“Everywhere I went on the lslands it was
the same story. When they found that I
wan an Amerjcan they all asked for John I

“It appears that the Americans first Dee
gan to come In mumbers to the Islands
about the time when John L. was supposed
to be unbealnble. These Americans intro.
duced the boxing same

“It was a great hit. Bvery native wanted
to learn. And when the Americans told of
thelr great champlon the natives took It all
in and made him a tribal tradition.'—De-
troit Free FProeus,

—_—
Getting Him to Work,

Mra, Carrle Chapman Caft, ths president
of the Woman Buffrage assoclation, wns
citing dipiomatic ways of making children
work.

“A Chicago woman,” she said, "has a
Uttla boy who hates (o practlee writing,
Last fall she told me that In this mattor
of wridng she could do nothing with the
lad. But in December, when I met her
again, ahe sald eomplacently:

*"Well, Harry spends quite two hours a
day mow at his writing regularly.’

" *How In the workd,' sald I, 'aid you bring
this miracle to pass?

““I'he woman winked slightly.

“q told him," ahe anMd, ‘to make out, In
his very best hand, a list of sverything he
wanted for Christrous, and be has been at
it ever since.’ "—New York Tribune.

+
Rousing Wis Fighting Nlood.

“Unecle Jog™ Cannon tells this story of
his eariy days In the practice of the law
in INlinols:

Patrick McDonald, an Irishman, wis &
well known charncter in the town of Dan-
wville. He was & loud talker amd was con-
stantly “butting In" where he wasn't
wanted. Harrison Wheelock, who was
Enown throughout the country by the con-
traction of “Hat,” was another looul ocelob-
rity. Wheelock was tnlking with & fellow
eitizen n the maln street one afternoon
when McDonald came up and attempted to
participate In the conversation. “Get out
of this,” sald Wheelock, and when McDon-
ald attempted to parley, thoe former mode
a lunge at him with his strong right arm,
MoDonald ran like the wind and Wheelock
was clese after him. Later In the day
Wheelock was placed under arrest by a
econstable on o warrant sworn out by Mo-

Donald, who charged that Wheelock had
threatened him and that he felt hia Mo
endangzered

“Hat" Whealock retalned Cannon, then a
young lawyer struggling for a reputation,
to defend him. The vase, which wus heard
before the local justios, sitracted s large
number of the townsmen. McDonald had
given his version of the affalr when “Uncle
Joe” started In on the cross-examinatiof.
Alter leading him om for & while, Cannon
asked, in all serfousness:

“Mr. McDonald, you say that you are
afraid of bolng deprived of your life by the
dafendant ™

“I do, sor,” MeDonald replied,

“Then you admit that Mr. Wheelock, the
plainti®, ean whip you?"

“Not by a long sight. I kin lick a dosen
of him."

“That's all, Mr. McDonald,'” responded
the young attorney. “That's a¥l, your
honor," be sald, turning to the couwrt

The justice, with great dignity, dismissed
the case

—_———
Firat Lespons In Wisdom,

"Up in my baillwick,"” sald Colunel Abe
Gruber, ""there ls & Hebrew and a son of
the Ould Bod, who are near neighbora and
friends, but the descendant of Brinn Boru,
who manages to make just cnough 1o keep
him from week to week, haw long been
filled with wonder an to the causes which
make for the prosperity of hils Hebrew
friends. To clear the malter up he called
on his friend, who, by the way, bears the
sumo Christlan name as mine, if it may
be 8o called,

“YAbe, sald Mike, ‘how is it you fellows
are all so prosperous? What do you do?
Let me in on the secret.’

*Well, we're wise,” replied Abe,
fish.'

“‘Fish, Is It? What kind of fish?

1 sell ‘em,’ was Abe's ahrewd reply.

*‘How much are they?' sajd Mike, his
curfosity now thoroughly aroused,

“IPive dollars apléce.'

HO1MY take one,' sald Mike finally.

“iWe don't sell leas than three,” sald
Abe, sizing up his man,

"UWaell, T'll take a chance, anld Mike
‘Hve me three.'

“"Abe went over to hig sale after pocket-
Ing the $15 and brought out three diminu-

"We ent

tive fishes of the dried variety. These he
handd!! ta Mike, who looked them over
careful! 'l finally took a bite from one
of then.

“i8ay, Abe) sald Mike susplelously,

“these things taste a divil of a lot like
smoked herrings.'

* ‘Now, you ses,’ sald Abe In seoming
glee, 'vou're getting wise already.' "—Now

York Times,

——
A Tragedy in Scehool Life,

Darrott Wondell of Harvard was citing
oxamples of antl-climax,

“A school master,” se sald, "had a wvisi-
tor. He took this visitor to the play-
ground. Here o half-doxen boys were at
play, while a sevenith, a lad of most In-
telligent appearance, sat writing under a
tree.

““Phe boy at work,' mald the school mas-
ter, ‘Is Brown. 1_.am prcud of him. Bee
kim, how diligently he applies himself,
while his friends waste thelr time in idle-
neas. 1 wonder what he can be writing?

Tomorrow's Laotin prose, I fancy. We'll
find out,’

“Me called Brown to him,

“'Here, Jimmy, lel me see that,' he

sald, and he extended his hand for the

paper,
“But the boy flushed and hung back.

* ‘No, sir,' he stammered. T don't want
to.’

" iNote his modesty," the sohool master
whisperad to his friend,. Then he went on:

* '\Come, Jimmy, come on. Let me see
what you have been wriling there.'

“EtiN the boy demurred. But the school
master, insisting, at st secured the pa-
per, and this Ia what he found on It
written In neat imitation of & feminine
hand: -

“'Please excuse my son James from
echool today, as he o needed at home' "™

—_——
Palmerston Sat Him Down.

Whaen the late Lord Palmerston, who had
A keen sense of humor, first put up for
the Parllamentary representation of Tiver-
ton, and had duly introduced himeelf to
the eloctors in the usual manner at a
publle meeting, a youth, scarcely out of
his teens, mounted the platform and re-
quested permisston to aak his lordship
pome guestions,

The nudlence apperresd somewhnat as-
tounded at his Impudence, but the veteran
statesman showod nelther annoyance, sur-
prise nor contempt. Cooly, quietly and
clearly he answered guestion after ques-
tion, till the malapert querist appoared
pa tiafled,

“And now, young man, sald Palmers-
ton, “may 1 be allowed to ask you & ques-
tlon

*“0Oh, certanly, my lord; most certalnky,”
replled the unsuspecting catechist, “any-
thing you pleawse.'

“Thenk you. Then may I Inquire, does
yvour mother know you've out?’ asked his
lordship, gravely, and the youth made a
hasty exit amid roars of luughter.—New
York News,

e

One on Colver.

¥, L. Colver, president of Frank Lealle's
publishing nouse, tells the Following ns an
fllustration of the quick wit of an Irlshman
who wis sent to teke some furniture to
the storage warchouse preparntory to the
familly golng to thelr summer home.

Colver, who was in the lIbrary, heard
sounds of unusunl pufMng and blowing as
one of the men was staggering downstalra
under & welghty plece of furniture.

“What arg you laking down,” he called
out, “the light oak dresser?”

“No, sor,” panted Pat, “sure OI'm takin'
down the heavy.muhogony one*

—p—
Matt Cnrpenter®s Aslde,

Formoer Amilatant Attorney General Jamas
M. Beck told the following story Lhe other
day of "Matt” Carpentor, the famous Wis-
consin senator. Carpenter woas pleading
o ecase before the Bupreme Court., Be-
fore he got hnlf through with his argu-
ment the judges had made up thelr minds
that his case was without merit, and, mare-
over, that he was unprepared. Whan ha
finlshed his argument and counsel for the
other mide got up to reply the judges
whispered to each other, nodded, and then
tha chijef justice sald:

“I don't think it will be necessary to
hear from you, alr."

Carpenter’'s opponent was very deaf, and
he could only tell the aoklef justice was
pddressing him. He turned to Carpenter
for ald.

“What did the chief jusiice say, Matit?"
be whispered,

“He sald he'd mather give you the cnne
than lUsten te you,"” Carpenter bawled in
bis enr.—New York Times

———
Whnt the Lion Tamer Feared.

L. T. Minnick, of Pottsdam, Ohlo,, who
onco itraveled ns head of & clrcus, has
many stories of the tricks and manners
of the show folk and of the wild animals
they carry about with them.

“Along In the days Just before his death

Colonel Dan Boone, the famous hunier
and truiner,” he sald, “developed o fewr
of bronchitls, which grew (o be a reguiar
nervous manis, He would go into ibe
cage with a snarlng lonoss wilh young
cubs without the slightesi fear, but was
soared 10 death of 4 breese. Une day,
after an exhibition fight with the forcest

" Hon we had he came out of the cage

and sald 1o me:

“ ‘Louls, this will prove the end of me
yoL'

‘*Good Lord, colonel,' 1 sald, *you aren't
losing your nerve? You surely are not got-
ting afraid of that brute?

*Afrald of that dug! be sald, disgust-
edly. ‘Afrald of my hat! Nothing of the
surt. But these cages are the worst places
for draughts in the country. I know I'll
catch a cough some day that'll prove my,
death.' "—~Loulsville Herald

—_——
The Bey Spoculatod.

Baron Moucheur, the Belgian minister,
vislited Baltlmore last mounth, At a dinner
in Balumore be sald:

“The spirit of business enterprisa omd
speculation ln whatl lmpresses mo most pro-
foundly in Amorich. For Instance, | was
riding one day on the outskirts of Wansh-
ington, nnd at o certnin place I dlsmounted
and got a Hitle boy to hold my horse. I
wWas gone about ten minutes, and o my
return 1 found the firet boy gone, and ane
other, & smaller one, stunding at Lhe
horse's head.

“* ‘How is thia? T sald,
boy 1 left my horse with'

“ %o, sir,' sald the tiny urebin, ‘I speck=-
flated and bought the job off the other fal-
low for o dime

“Of course, after that,” the minister
ended, "It was Impossible for me to ‘bear’
the moarket”

‘¥You are not the

N N
How » Walter Loat a Tip,

At one of the Kansas City hotels where
the colored walters give ospecially good
porvice, but a'ways expect adequale re-
munerntions for the same from the guests,
a walter wan especlully officious the other
dny In serving a man from whom he ex-
pected a Hberal tip. When the meal had
bean sorved and he was standing off ag
one side, engerly looking for an opportine
Ity to be of sorvice, he safd to the guests

“IMdn’t yo' bave a brothah heéeuh st
woeek, smah?

“No,"” sakd the one addressed, "1 belaeve
not.”

"'Well,' continued ihe walter, "theh was
a gem'man heah at mnh table what looked
ve'y much ke you, nnd he was so wall
pleased with the service that Be gave me
b conis when he Jeft’

The guest had by this time finished his
meal, and as he arcse he sald to the ex-
pectant servitor:

*Come to think of it, Bam, that was
my brother that was here, and | guess he
pild for the whole family, He may be
back sgnin in a wesk or twe."—-Kansas
Clty Journal,

.

Incident of College Life,

Presldent ¥Fish of the Illinols Central
rallroad tells the following tmle of his col=
loge days: Some of his classmutes went
to spand the "“week end” at QGurrison's,
nnd amused themsolvesd on Baturday évens
ing with a Mttle game of poker. On Sun-
day they were all assembled In the Fish
family pew when the rector ascended the
pulpit and gave out this text: "“And
Ephriam went out with a full hand.*

One of the young colloglans leaned over
to Mr. Fish and whispered:

“Say, Btuyv, what o d—d fool Epbralog
woa"'—~New York Timoen




